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A punch is not enough 


Author's Notes: 

| started thinking about this fanfiction months ago. 

It was just like having a baby. 

This is the first chapters: probably it will be divided into three, four chapters max. 
Didn't you notice that I'm totally crazy about them? 

Please, please, plesae: if you like this story and the pairing, leave a review. 


It would mean the world to me. Thanks! 


"The whole world was waiting for someone like this. 

You know, folks? Almost everyone, nowadays, has published a book. 

A lot of musician | know personally are out in the bookshelves now. Maybe, | could go to the library and stop 
writing this biography, so | could read the one wrote by the janitor of my school. 

Brooms, garbage cans and boogers: The Bitter Truth. Nice title, uh? Appealing. 

But | will not. 


Ideas need to be captured while still interesting, memories mingle and are likely to exceed the limit that 


separates reality from fantasy. 

What | want to give you a glimpse of my life, so that you may become, at least for a while, Sebastian Bach 
too. 

What | can't do, though, it is to tell the whole truth. | consider myself a good person An honest, trustworthy, 
funny man.. but this book will contain lies. Lies can hurt, but save the life of a person 


| hope you can forgive me." 
| looked at the computer screen in disgust. 


What | wrote was disgusting. And | was disgusting, as if my entire body had begun to melt, falling apart like in 
a horror film. 

Too bad that, under my face, there was no other person.. or an android, or an extraterrestrial creature. That 
would have been much funnier, to be honest. 

| was alone, accompanied by a load of lies, ready to be sold at a high price to my screaming audience. 

| thought that publishing a book meant being free. Freedom and books were almost the same thing, to me. 
Stopping myself from writing what really happened, however, did not fall under the concept of freedom. 

An autobiography filled with fun, drugs, women.. yeah, women. Nothing but delightful, lovely women.. 

| shook my head, trying to hold my fingers out of writing what flashed in my mind. 

No one would have read that warning. And my editors would have put me up against the wall, as other people 


did in the past: police men, tour managers and lovers. 


Lovers... 

One button, and the page was hit by its original whiteness. 

| opened the original file, which contained at least a quarter of the biography, but | didn't have the courage to 
read again the last lines | had drafted. 

"Because you're a fucking faggot! You're a pretty-boy faggotllll You know that, right? Fag boy?" 

| knew it. And that's why | would have gladly turn his face into a mysterious, cryptic piece of modern art. 
Izzy Stradlin's brother was in the wrong place at the wrong time. 

With the wrong people. 

"We were both high and fucked up. This makes sense." 

| thought, before writing down another page about that infamous day. 

| had punched out the guitar player for Guns N' Roses’ brother, on the first night of our tour opening for 
Guns N' Roses. 

One punch wouldn't be enough to erase what he had seen. 

Even killing him wouldn't have solved something. 

| did not even know if he was the only one, and if his little brother with his mustard-colored trousers had 
discovered something about it. 

| swallowed loudly. My eyes were burning. | did not know if | had to incriminate the exaggerate amount of time | 
spent in front of the computer, or the stupid emotions that began to turn into my chest whenever | recall 
that day. 

The beginning of the end. 


Someone once said that love does not have and should not have rules. 


That love is the reason we all live, and that there is no greater crime than to inhibit it. 

| am a criminal and | deserve to be punished 

| am the greatest criminal who has never been on a stage, and then perform in front of thousands of people 
with a big smile on his face, but the soul corroded by darkness. 

A new file. 

A new attempt to redeem me. Us. 


| looked around. | wanted to be sure that | was alone with my sadness and dark thoughts. 


File name: Pretty-Boy faggot and his prettier redhead, faggot friend. 


Gods are demons. 


Author's Notes: 

Here | am with another chapter! 

I'm so sorry. | really wanted to get into the narration, beucase Izzy's bro really saw something he didn't need 
to. 

But Sebastian is desperatly in love and wanted to talk about it. 

| swear that the next chapter will be better! 


There are a lot of funny stories to tell, represented by incredible characters and events that will take your 


breath away and leave a strange sense of poisoning at the bottom of your throat: 


My favorite story is called "life". It starts somehow, it continues somehow, and it ends in a tragic way. You 
can't control the events, you can't do anything when the circle is closed. 


You are just a puppet controlled by an evil master. 

You know, everybody around me was convinced that Axl and | were enemies. 

We were supposed to be enemies, like Spiderman and Venom, or any other superhero which fights against an 
insane villain. | like villains. Axl is the most terrible one, and his tongue is like a razor: it kills you in one hit. | 


died multiple times under his violent assault. 


We were the frontmen of the two most dangerous bands of the time: we were the source of wealth of petty 


journalists, speculators. The gold cauldron of our managers. 

Give me fame, give me news, give me fake scoops on which | can embroider my monthly salary. 
That's all they wanted from us. 

Their lazy eyes sparkled, shouted loudly as they sat next to me with a block full of questions to fill. 


C'mon, Sebastian, tell me something | can use to become the king of the world. Tell me something that can ruin 


your career in a snap of a finger. 


And | laughed, while my mind tried to break down every single thought and purify it. | had to tell nice stories. 
Nice stories for nice people. No one wanted to hear something different from the classic rockstar's oddysee. 


The bad days, the rise, the fame. Booze, drugs, pussies on my face and tons of money to spend. 


"Me and Axl are very good friends, to be honest.” 
| said, letting my words bang the face of these lousy leeches against the wall 


"But..! You are both nominated continuously as best performers, best singers, sexiest artists.. Are you sure 


you are really friends? Aren't you afraid of each other?" 
They were trying to cling to the smoothest, most coated mirrors, slipping slowly toward oblivion 


‘lm not shocked at all. Axl could win every match." 
| thought, imagining the curve of his hips, enclosed by my luscious fingers. Our bodies that completed each 
other. 


"That's not a problem, | swear. Probably we will make a collaboration, as soon as possible." 


A week later, my face appeared on the most popular music magazines of the time. Next to me, in a small box, 


Axl stood in his plastic pose, like a Greek statue, his body kissed by the stage lights. 


A title. 
A thousand promises, a thousand lies. 


"Axl Rose vs. Sebastian Bach: the shocking truth." 


Those chained animals would have sold their soul just to provide an interesting article. 


The shocking truth? | have it. And I'm going to write it. 


Axl and | were not friends. 

Axl and | were a single human being. 

There is an incredibly fascinating myth, wrote centuries ago: the myth of the androgynous. I've always been 
defined as an androgynous guy. And that's a compliment, because that's exactly what | am. Axl is androgynous 
too. 

Take a moment to think about how love has always been a topic of discussion, narration, the main theme of 


the life of many. 


Plato recounted the jealousy of the gods against a perfect creature, later divided by them. 
Since then, the two halves that once were united in one, are trying to reunite with their own counterparts, to 


start living again. 


Take a moment to think about these gods. They are not dead. Gods can not die. They are still walking among us. 
They are still killing love, blinded by their jealousy. Demons and gods are the same. Different names, same 


attitude. 


Lovers never die. 

Axl and | will never die. 

Our story, like every other one, has a beginning. But not an end. 

| would like to Tell you how things started, how we fell in love and all these delicious romance novel details, but 
| can't. 


| can't do it, because | don't know how it happened. 


Axl is the sun, and | am the clouds that protect it. No one has the right to admire him as | do, and no one 
would be able to. 

We can't name our love, the attraction that keeps us enclosed since our first meeting, forcing us to fight 
against everyone, just to love each other. Again and again, forever. 

| can't give a name to what happens to us when we are together. 

| can only cry as | write these words, because no one will ever read them. 

| can only tell you how Izzy Stradlin's brother found out more than he owed. 


Sit down, drink coffee, or a tea, or a whole bottle of whiskey. You will need to. 


